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Then his "broad-sword he drew it,

And says : " Still tr:.ie, though lost I"

And with mad force he heweth
Through that Infernal host.

His youths he sees (how gladly !)
Escaping through the vale ;

The Fiends are fighting madly,
And threatening to prevail.

The Dwarfs, when hurt, fly downward,

And rise up cured again ;
And other crowds rush onward,

And fight with might and main.

Then saw he from a distance

The children safe, and cried :
** They need not my assistance,
I care not what betide."

His good broad- sword doth glitter
And flash i' th' noontide ray;

The Dwarfs, with wailing bitter,
And howls, depart away.

Safe at the valley's ending,
The youths far off he spies;

Then faint and wounded, bending,
The hero falls and dies.

So his last hour o'crtook him,

Fighting like lion bravo ;
His truth, it ne'er forsook him,

He was faithful to the grave.

Now Eckart having porish'd,
The eldest son bore sway ;

His memory still he cherish'd,
With grateful heart would say:

a* From foes and wreck to save me,

Like lion grim he fought ;
My throne, my life, he gave me,

And with his heart's blood bought.**

And soon a wondrous rumour
The country round did fill,

Tliat when a desp'rate humour
Doth Bend one to the Hill,

There straight a Shape will meet him,
The Trusty Eckart' s ghost,

And wistfully entreat him
To turn, and not be lost.

There ho, though dead, yet ever
Tri*c watch and ward doth hold;

Upon the Earth shall never
DC man so true and bold.